A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE.                23

exploits exhibited in my private and my public world, and
the general opinion which they entertained of me at home,
I was at times strongly tempted to consider myself even
half a fool.

Though change was ever agreeable, I thought of the
vicissitude that was about to occur with the same appre-
hension that men look forward to the indefinite horror of a
terrible operation. And the strong pride that supported
me under the fear, and forbade me to demonstrate it, was
indeed the cause of my sad forebodings. For I could not
tolerate the thought that I should become a general jest
and a common agent. And when I perceived the state pre-
paring for me, and thought of Egeria, I blushed. And that
beautiful vision, which had brought me such delicious solace,
was now only a source of depressing mortification, And for
the first time in my life, in my infinite tribulation, and in
the agony of my fancy, I mused why there should be such
a devilish and tormenting variance between my thought
and my action.

The hour came, and I was placed in the heart of a little
and busy world. For the first time in my life I was sur-
rounded by struggling and excited beings. Joy, hope,
sorrow, ambition, craft, courage, wit, dulness, cowardice,
beneficence, awkwardness, grace, avarice, generosity,
wealth, poverty, beauty, hideousness, tyranny, suffering,
hypocrisy, truth, love, hatred, energy, inertness ; they were
all there, and all sounded, and moved, and acted, about me.
Light laughs, and bitter cries, and deep imprecations, and
the deeds of the friendly, the prodigal, and the tyrant, arid
the exploits of the brave, the graceful, and the gay, and the
flying words of native wit, and the pompous sentences of ac-
quired knowledge; how new, how exciting, how wonderful!

Did I tremble ? Did I sink into my innermost self, P
Did I fly? Never. As I gazed upon them, a new principle
rose up in my breast, and I perceived only beings whom I